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Selected Poetry.
BURIAL OF THE BEAUTIFUL.

Where shall ithe dead and the beautiful
sleeD? .

In the Tale where the, willow and cypress
weep;

Where the wind of thi West breathes its soft
est sigh,, .

Where the silverv stream is flowing nigh,
And the pure clear drops of ita rising sprays
Glisten lite gems in thebright moon's rays
Where the sun's warm smile' may nerer dis

pel
Kight's tears o'er, the form we lov'd so welt
In the, rale where the sparkling waters flow,

"WhVra lic &irMt aad earliest riolets prow:
Wtiere the aky ami tfeeieMtaw 'oOijr.6dr

jsury ,ner mere, uury ucc uit
mm.-- .hall thVS dead and the beautiful

mm wiM flowers bloom in the ralley deep:
Where the sweet robes of spring may softly

rest
In purity over tie sleeper's bresstj
Where is heard the Voice of the sinless dove
fireathin? notes ofdeeo and und vine love: ,

Where no cojumn proud in the sun may glow,
To mode tne nean mat is resung oeiow;
Where pure hearts are sleeping; forever blest;
tm t n ; i -- 1 - "r .
Where the sky and the earth' are softly fair,

.Bury her there bury her there!

IN THE NIGHT.

Dark, dark thcnight, and fearfully J grope
Amidst Uic shadows, feeling foe the way,

.But cannot find it. Here's no help, no hope,
And God is very far off with his day!

Hush, hush, faint heart! Why, this may be
'chance, .

When thincS" are at their worst to prove

thy faith :

Look up and wait thy great deliverance.
And trust him at the darkest unfo death.

What need of faith, if all were visibly clear!
Tis for the trial time that this was piven;

Though clouds be thick, its sun is just as
near. , ?

And faith will find him in the heart of
liearjn.

Tis often on thejlsst grim ridge of war
God takes his stand to aid us in our fight;

He watehes while we roll the tide afar;'
And:beaten back, is near ui in his might!

Under the wildest night, the heaviest woe.
When earth looks desolate heaven dark

with doom,
Faith has a fire-flas- h of the heart to show

The face of the Eternal in the gloom.

SECRET LOVE.

Let-m- in secret come to thee,
Let me in secret, let me go;

Our happiness the less would be.
Were all the world our joys to know.

And let no glance of thine disclose
How for our hearts are lost in love;

The island of our bliss arose"
From out the sea it towers above.

Of Eden is true love the fruit,
That must be plucked by two'alone;

If it a serpent's eye pollute,
Its sweetness is forever gone.,

[Original.]

For the Gallipolis Journal.
MEMORIES.

I am sitting
With the pale moonlight

Solemnly falling around me;
Silent and slow

shades come and go
Where memory's chain has bound me.

There's a sweet little stream
With a silvery gleam

Ot moonlight shimering o'er it;
There's a cottage door a
With the merry roar

Of children playing before it.

There's the grand old trees,
The birds and bees,

And flowers with their rainbow beanty;
With their mellow chime
Of musical rhyme.

Tuning our souls to their duty.

That lesson's learned.
Now the leaf is turned,

And a picture as fair and bright, -

As ever the sun
Shone down upon,

Burets grandly upon my sight-Ther- e

are sparklingtstreams.
And youthful dreams,

And beauty, and wealth, and power;
But fairer than these
Were hopes and peace-Ea- rth's

most precious dower.

But again a change,
Sad .and strange,

Comes over life's varying, waves;
There are hopes and fean,

, Trials and tears, 7,...,,,
And toils, and sorrows,' arid" graved .

Under the wall, ., e

shadows falL.f:
Thickest from'lhS dark' cypress grove;

Moss covered by years;A"
And watered with tears',

Is the grave of a buried love.

Yet no human form,
For the banqueting worm,

Was laid in that narrow bed;
But proud words spoken,
And warm vows broken.

By souls that were lovingly wed.

The bitterest woe
Our lives eon know, .

In Jiis sorrowful vale of tears,
Is the stinging smart,
Of s bankrupt heart.

To Vear through the weary years."

Oh! memory go back .

O'er'the checkered track
Of years that have gone forever;

Come not again
With your pleasure and pain,

The links of the past to dissever.

Closed be the door,
Unbar it no more.

Let its links lie low in the dust;
Xet them remain
An unbroken chain,

Some bright, some' covered with nuL.
ALVINA.

ROSE COTTAGE, Nov. 26, 1863.

Cork For Scandal rMr. Jesse C.
Philips, ol Champaign cqutUy, went
before .Probate Judge AvF. Vance, snd
made solemn oath that be did not vote
for Vallandighara. The time is not dis?
tant that thousands of people will wish
they conld purge themselres of the foul
offence in so summary a war.

Miscellaneous.
JOB POTSON'S

EXPERIMENT.
It was a disagreeable stormy daj.

oat of doors and in1 the village srore
wero collected dozen, or more, of ao
cial spirits, engaged in drinking cider
and talking politics. By and by tbey
bad. talked the political field drj, and
one of their number Sam Shate by
name a red-nose- blear-eye- d man.
opened upon, the subject of domestic
government. He ventilated himself
noon hotfsehould1 affairs ia 'general.
and finally approached one of bis bob
bies as follows r "

'I tell ye, my boys, a man's cot to
be master ia his own house if be ever
expects to be anybody. Just let your
wife earn an inch, and she'll be sure to i
keen 'em. Lord! what a thing a man
must be to let bis wife rale him.' 1

Thereupon Mr. Sam Shute finished
his mutr of cider and then filled his
mouth witb tobabeo.

That's a Tact,' cried Tom
.
Burnham,.as TT

a tbict, loggy voice, gaa, i a
like to see a woman rnlin me. I nerer
had it in my fam'ly. No sirs, I hold
the reins myself. My wife moves
when I tell her to. She's got her
lesson, and she knows just what to de a
pend on.'

Tom Burnham finished his mug of
cider and lighted his old black
Pif- - . .

You're right,' chimed not yuimov,
lifting his great dirty boots on the
stoye hearth as he spoke; 'If a man
provides a home for his family, he's ly
got a rite to be boss, xnunaeri ia
like to see a woman pullin me around for
by the nose.'

'The fact is,' resumed Sam bnuie,
emptying bis mouth upon the floor,

these ere women have sol to two leaa- -

in strings, and when they cant pull by n
one they try the other. In the first
place they want to govern like masters,

that suits them best but; n tney can t
do that, then they try to fetch us round

frettin', and coaxin'. But they
don't come none o' ther nonsense over
me. Lordl When a man once puts
his foot down, what can a woman
do!' he

That's so,' pronounced Burnham,
digging up the moist tobacco in his
pipe with the blade of his jack-knife- ,

and then puffing away for dear life.
.in, i . , I. I
Thais so, ne repeaieo. auer nis pipe

Jwas once more in smoning oraer.
I've had 'xperienee in that. When a

man once puts his fool down, a woman of
can't do nothin. A woman'll pull an
haul jest as long as there's a chance of
bavin' her own way; but when she
finds that she's got a master, why,
Lord blese je, she'll be like a colt
with the bit in, there may be some
klckin' and slrugglin'; bnl she's got to of
come 'round finally. Women have to
be broken jes like colts.'

Egg-zactl- yl said Lot Quimby; low-

ering his boots to the floor, but leaving
part of the dirt upon the store- -

hearth. 'You've hit the thing pre ly
cisely, Tom. Egad, there's some com-

fort in a man's telling that he's boss of
the establishment. If I've ever got to his
be a slave, I hope I shan't be a slave
to a woman that's all I've got to say. to
As long as I're got a house I kalkilate
to rule it. What's your opinion.
Job?'

This last remark was addressed to
Job Potson, a small sized, quiet look

ing man, who sat in the corner smo
king a new pipe.

I guess,' said Sam Shute, with a
laugh, "that Job is a Uetle on the to
other track.'

'Shouldn't wonder,' added Tom
Burnham with a wink. He ran a
broom-stra- through the muddy stem say
of hts old pipe; and then continued to

'His wife's got the upper hand I
rather guess."

"Not by a denied sight," exclaimed the
Job, in high dudgeon. 'Sirs! my wife her
don't rule me. You're mighty mista-

ken if you think I'm she
'But Mrs. Potson does just about as

she's a mind to, I take it,' suggested
Shute.

And added,' Burnham, who had
got his pipe going once more, 'I
rather guess Job does jest about as she
tells him to do.

That's so, fast enough.' said Lot as
Quimby. me

But Job declared that it was not so;
and he became angry when his com-
panions laughed at him and expressed
their pity for him.

But when Job Potson went out. from
the store add started for home, he to
began "to wonder if theyhad not told
the-trut- Job was not a large mind-
ed man. He was an honest kind-heart- ed

up
man; but he lacked energy and

decision. Still, he had some pride, as He
aH'smallrnen are apt to hare; and the
remarks of his companions had touch he
ed him in a tender spot. Aa he walked
slowly homeward bethought the mat- -
ter orer, and finally come to the con- - BJ
elusion that his wife did rule. He
called to mind the domestic arrange- -

ments and doings of the past week,
and was forced to admit that he was,
in many respects, the gorerned. He do

stopped square in the road, and pnt till

his foot down.
'This won't do'.' he declared to him- -

self. 'I most turn orer a new leaf.
By tbe great Moses 1 I'll be master in

rw-- ... ....my own home! vre U see who'll gor -
,

erhl
Sarah Potson sat in hertitchen, en-

gaged in mending her husband's frock.
one was a medium sixed, mild-face- d

wopan, with clear haiel eyes, and dark
brown hair a faithful bring woman, r

frugal and industrious, and possessing
a goodsbare of nrmnees and decision,
1 be bouse was clean, and in order, the.
shed was a pattern of neatness; the.
barn was well kept; the corrs and pigs
were fat and sleek; the orchard was
trim; and the farm was productive;)
and a careful observer who had watch- -
ed the doings of fifteen years, would
h.VA M Mut S.v.ti Pnt.Att wa I V,uwiw .iia, w-i- kii " aJ no
genius wno presided oyer an tms order
ouu iuiih. I

J0D fouon reached Jiis borne, and
nung bis bat upon the back ol a
cnair, and sat down Dy me store.

ou, asm uj wne miuuui stopping
her needle, 'as soon ss you get ward.

guess you d Detter bx our rront door
sisp. 'ibe plank on the lower step is

m. mm
loose. And alter dinner woaid be a
good time to secure the beam over the
tie-u- lou had better do it before
the stanchions gt loose. The cattle
can work them a little now. A. Ursh
u uuio saves niue. you unow.

X II aOOK QUI lOT mv Darn, said Jan..
placing rather an undue emphasis upon j

iuc iut.
His wife's needle fairlr slonned. end

mm 1

look of curious surprise crept orer j

ner lace. What did the man. mean. to
'But Job,' she suggested kindly, '

sre you noiicea mat me Dean is,I.9i
xnis ramer siaggered jod rotson;

but he quickly recovered himself, and
placed his right foot a little more rm

uponihe floor.
barah, he said, 'I will look out
my own affairs If rou will attend

juut umiu unu IU IUO UUU3C, YUU
will do enough.'

'Job rotson, what do you mean?'
'I mean this.' replied Job, speaking he

M Irt 1 IT onrf Dn.nn.t. TTa k.rln, '

the strength to speak slowly and stern- -
I mean this. I'll be master of

my own affairs. I don't need a ruler;
and what's more, I don't intend to
bare one!'

Like all men who are venturing be
yond ineir depth, job rotson was
forced to make up in bitterness what

lacked in power. to
At first his wife was astounded; but

when she saw that he kept his eyes
the fire, not daring to raise them

toward her; and when she saw that his
teeth were closely shut, and bis head
cocked orer upon one side, the truth
flashed upon her. She was a woman ed

quick, keen perception, and she
knew that he had been down to the
store, and she know who wero in the
habit of congregating there. It was
just as plain to her perception, as
though she had beard Sam Sbute and
Tom Burnham rentilating their stores in

domestic philosophy.
Job,' she inquired rery quietly,

what are my duties?'
Now Job had put his foot into it; the

and be must not back down. He was
not a diplomat, and he answered blunt

and squarely;
'Your duty is to obey your'husband;

and,' be added hxing himself firmly in
seat, 'I hope you will do it.' for

Do you mean mat you are goiog
turn orer a new leaf in your fami-

ly?'
He

inquiied Mrs. Potson, ing
'That's it exactly,' cried Job. the

You're hit it the first time.'
'And. you are to be mrister?' ing
I All.' uU
And hereafter you want none of my

suggestions?'
'Hereafter I shall pay such attention
your suggestions as I think they

merit.' use
Mrs. Potson resumed her sewing.
'Poor, dear little manl' She did not

this aloud; but she thought it If
herself. A quiet smile stolo orer I

her pretty face,- and she patted her but
trim foot upon the floor. She had not

least tbongbt of being angry with ing
husband not the least in the

world. She knew his weakness; and
knew that something had been

tborning him.

'Job.' she said, after she had re-

flected
will

n few' moments. 'I am your
wife. You are a man, while I am be

a woman. It is right that you
should command. I am your most
humble servant. Oire me your orders

jou please; but I beg you to treat
kindly. and

And then, with sober face and
bended head, Sarah pursued her to
work.

What in the world was Job Potson
say now? He had nerer heard his

wife speak so sadly and solemnly be-

fore. He sat upon nettles. He got his
and went to tbe closet; be tried to

whistle; and finally he left the house. he
went to the, barn, and examined tbe

beam orer the tie-u- p. It was loose, and
saw at once that it ought to be fixed;

would not do it then it would look to
much like being gorerned by his wife,

nd by he went around and looked of
atthe 8tePsat 1,18 f",nt door. They it
certainly needed bxing but ha would
not do the job until after dinner. His and
wife had told bim that he had better be

it before dinner. If be pnt it off
afternoon, that wonld show that he and

was not eontroled by bis wife.
For an hour and K half Job Potson

loafed around the barn and shed like a
man who knew not what to do with lis

' '
. t:- -

himself. .
The door steps and the tie-H- p beam

troubled mm. wo mcy
ought to be fixed: but l?oald not
turn his back so.sopn odm the new
road. a ,y t'

At length the dinSer ho sounded'.
and Job went in and took hfsWt at tbe
table. The old smile, that had, for
fifteen rears cheered isHN'sgornW.
noon and night, had faded, from 'his
wife's face, and she gazed 'TpoB him
meekly and submissively v '

'Will my master have sosie "fcf this
sauce?' she asked. TheryTvwas.. 'soT
irony in the tone no male
.1 1 - ,1 1 r..l "3JIme upline quietly nu.pojiCTy .

'Yes,' said Job, 'I should like, some
nr H.

But bird nner dd hot taste trood to
him. He did not feel at home. He
leit to use one form of his own
wougn, 'iiKe a cat in a strange garret.'
After dinner be went out and smoked
in the shed; and then be wen t in and
fixed the door This was finishedstep.

. . . . . - . I -
about the middle of the afternoon, and
from then until supper tima-h- e worked
at his wood pile. At the supper-tabl- e

he felt more nerrous and uneasy than I

at dinner. Once or twice be ventured
10 raise bis eyerio nis wiitrs lace nut

'Ih.ro was no umi In Inr hmnnnn
the old happy look. I

i fiis was more man Jon I'oison was
'nrenared for. He had or sud- -

1 I I

posed he had screwed his.courage up j

the Doint of meeting his- - wife's
show of temper. In fact, be had b
store of harsh, commanding words,

j - i itl s. "

sircnuv crrans'cu. iu uuri usck at
when she should dare to question bis
authority, or oSer to treat bim witb
coDlempti Jut he hod not alanned for

bucu aa luii.ucciiu,;
I 1

ccrgeucv.Bs, - . . . ' .ne n uu announces nis inienuon oi
governing bis wife, and she Jiad taken
mm ai III3 WOra. HilBtEDOlllll USQOt
How should he commence? What I

sort of a task had he before1 him? As
sat in the chimney corner, after

evening chores had all been done, smo- -

king his pipe, he felt very much like a
mau who has attempted to 'speak in
meeting.' and has forgotten bis speech.
His wife bed been in the habit, every
evening, when she was well, of singing
and chatting over her knitting; but ber
voice was now hushed

At nine o'clock he arose to attend
his cattle. He looked for his lan

tern but could not find it.
Where is my lantern?'
I gness it is where you left it,' said

Sarah. She laid down her knitting,
and went out into the porch whero she
found it sitting on a bench. She light

and handed it to her husband.
'Shall I do anything more for you.

Jobr
one was calm and passive; be was

choking with perplexity.
That's all he gasped. And then be

went away and fed the cattle, and got
his wood for morning.
What a cheerless erening it had

beenl
On the following morning Job found

same sedate face at the breakfast
table no smiles no cheer no social
chatting. After breakfast he went out
and fixed the beam at the tie-u- and
then he was at his wit's end. What
would he have given at that moment

a suggestion from his wife. By
and by a lucky thought struck him.

could break the ice without lower- -

his own dignilyl He went into
house with this purpose.

'oaran ne sma wun nis nanas wars-- 1

nervously m I pocseis.
jim .mu auoui. ua.uB .uo

pu.Vn ...... , ... t . ..
i oon . mini anyming booh .

Jnh. Ynn ran tin no vnn lh in b hoct I

. i . J. " I

dui yoa Know wneiner joa waniio
it or not, don't you?' Mr. Potson

exhibeted a little feeling.
'The wool is at your disposal. Job,
you please to hare some cloth made,

will spin and weare it. You hare
to issue your orders.' Her roice

was rery low and calm, and her bear'
was respectful.

'But,' said Job, petulantly, and al
most losing his temper. 'You know
whether the loom wants fixing.'

If it is your wish, my husband, I
go and examine it and report to

you. l will do any thing you say. Only
kind to me, and don't expect me to

anticipate your wants. Shall I go up
wun you nowT'

"Yes."
The loom was in the shed-chambe- r,

thither Job led the way. His wife
pomieu uui u mm wnai was necessary

be done, and then left him at bis
work.

Dinner and andlniirtreisunner. . cheerless ,

darkl
Job Potson had gone the length of

line. What in the world to do with
himself he did not know. How could

work to advantage without the sng-- 1

geslions of his wife? Where, were the
helps and hints and encouragements
which, for so many rears had been his
guides and assistants? And when he
came to think of it seriously what sort

a piece of work shouid he make of I

in attempting to rule and gorern a
person who knew more than he did,

who understood better what should
done? And furthermore, how was "
to call back the light of those smiles,

keep up the warmth of the old
love? What would his home be with
that light and warmth withdrawn.

Job Potson took his pipe down from
little shelf over the fire place, and

filled, it witb. tofcacWlitf .fl-.i-

Might H then, He helA ft k.hia kdt,
i awmie, ana nnaiiy lap KiSMftV lae
Battel' Thaa ka'veiOTSa! 33

I fare his wke; tBltWlikB W
.i-- u : . ?-- . - ",- -

Sarah. I wn. to, ejsaysW
Sfie looked apat

fHe.w;satX ktls Ttm;'siWi.bTO'
J

'las.
J1 31 ,tJ-i

XLQU CH BBS ' BBe, BSSBBBBBsflsko I

eae:.'and ltr asUfeawvwrf'!

She started, and put her arm aroun
hi n.rb nnH bi.oH him

'Sarah vnn wnn'f.
'Tot. tnt. Joh. Ynn f4rA nn. nf b b..t

of husbands, and I love vou trulr and
Ilondjy. How go and light your pipe,
and'we'll have ebt. T ant n .ti oi
you about Mrs. Bracket's risite (o Bos
ton. and how be fhnnd brW hmtwI

Job Potson was nncn mnr hnnnv
and content; and at the close of the
pleasant, social evening, he was re
solved that the suggestions of men, who
know no more about thel wars of a
peaceful, orderly home than they know

nllahnrtt Ihn Inhahirania nt tl.z.

should lead him never again to try
aomestiQ erner menb. the

MR. NASBY PREACHES.
Ohureh nv8t. 1

Nor,tbe 9, '63. f
r nrp.Pheri trnm !, ri.

. .r j J'neriin,n i.i is
"What shall we do to be salved?"
Tbis mv brethrin. is a important en- -

"quiry. Speakin ez aDimocral who for tain
thirtv Teres bez never akratchd a tikkitJ J . ...
T.win thintrg frnm & nimarratit ntjinrl

Lint j her
uiuk

B0 hesitashen in sarin that
n,H o n in o Inmiitml Jinn,.

fhe dark waWes nr fanattysism which
uuz mero ripplei in 18fifly six, were
mnnntinfr hiih in 'fin nd nnw ih.
roiet unchecked, from Calyforny 2
Mane. One island is yet unsquelsched.
Noo Gersey yet Is troo to Dimocrisy
a oas;s arnj,i Uj9 st ril desert, a green 1

SDot bv the wavside. a beckon lite to
the shipreckd marryner, a whisky jug
a Mane thank lievin fetvNoo Gersy

balleloogyl X am prowd 2 say that 1,
poor paster wuz born in Koo Gersy
that my father sawd wood for the presy-de- nt

uv the Camden and Amboy and cut
my mother wuz his washerwoman.

Umble wuz onr lot, but wot sez the was
book. "It is better to be doorkeeper at
the bouse uv Dimocracy, than to be a on
postmaster in the tents uv Abolish- - be
nism." Hut z resoom:

What shall we do to be saived: This
inquiry is ur pakoolyer interest just
now. Let me aik why do we need
savin? Dimocrisy is the pure, refind
salt ur the government to speak ur
savin salt isa abserdity. Ah! my friends
wile Dimocrisy sard the Guvernment, and
.the Guverment, sard Dimocrisy. It
wuz a strikin illustrashen ur the eter-
nal films ur things. So long ez my
renrable fren hed a post orifis he
wood be wus ner a loonatik ef he did fore
not sustane the Gurermentuthat gir
him tbe post orifis. Every thing went
on, so longez we bed tbe post oribsers
Wat we want jest now is votes and
how to get om is the question. Whis- -

fcey used to do it but alas! the amount
Uv whisky necessary to convert a
Abolishnist to Dimocrisy, wood kill A
him afore he cood role they not bein
seasoned vessels the

w ,ost contro!e my brethren, by
bein stubborn. 01 let us dodge that
fatal error. The last eleckshen shode me
lhal

.
wa cood not lede the people-- let by

'ne people lede us. Ef the people
wont not war, let s sing bosanners to the
peecel El they want war in Ohio, let had
Ohio dimicrats be war. and if Noo
York wants Peece, let em be peece
men. Uur platform is broad enutfto
accommodait all and on the mane ques-
tion,

All
which is Post orifis we kin all

agree, balleloogyl tion
Hevin thus settled the matter uv

faith, we will consider that uv worke. and
fer failb without workc is uv no moar
use than a whisky punch without whis Up
ky. Tber mustbe no draft the men not
must be raised by rolunteenn. Extra
ordinary indoosements most be held "Uh
out fer Ablishmsls to enlist fer evry ting
wnn who goes stands a lively chance uv one,
trubblin us no moar. We must hev drawl
our voters back from Canadv. Mr
frienda their were enuff crood Dpmn- - and
crats in Canady to her sard Ohio and nniil
n0o lor. Ther must be to hum. tn oianie

Iwonst. We need em. did
We her not siiffieienllff lmnrnvft ilm about

we neglected him. TIWS. muchqt o - "
.ides to he WAr fmestion. nnt 'on nlrr ones,
ger we air invulnerable. Whyyuaskl sing
Becox he hez no friends. Tbe Ablish- - little
DiJts a'r afeerd to defend bim, and by for
tackin ur him to them we her won after
menny a file. 0 bless the Lord fer the fire

nigger, he is our tower ur strength, sing
My brethrin, we've a big job afore they

os. Let us dally no longer. Think ur
tbe consekeneces ur another defeat. who
Sech.of oar dimocratln leders es did not
gitcommishuns in the army air in bad have
absip. They can't get whisky on lick,
furever. Sum uv era her got so low stick

to be obliged to drink dilootid ttd
fene, wieh hez a bad effeck upon the ihey
stumick. I trideit wunst. Theymnsl lay
be releered. They must hev. their
posishens and their reglar safaris, fer
withonl em ther stumicks is gone.
Brethren; to the breech, to wunst. Wortably

'atfert .1 1 i ..." j

If Mto.cxprest a opara tka
war 9Bsaeflced and bob
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pleased to hear from, it, we presume to
aaaress a snort coramunicatfpn for the
columns oi your paper. Our Battery
baa now been out over fifteen months,
and profftss to hare seen a speck or two

war. it- - started out to see tba tit.
pnant, and it certainly saw the monster,
body, toe nails, tusks, trunk, and all.
lotitt, quoittt, at Uhicamauga. We do or
not design giving an account of this
terrible conflict rs enough has been al
ready written on the subiect. and ner- -
hsps too much. The part which our
brigade took in the terrible conflict is
now a matter of history.

After the battle the Batterr crossed
river at Chattanooga, and took quar
on a range of hills, called "Strin

ger's Ridge." The river makes an im
mense borse shoe bend around this
ridge, south, and the bend is called

Moccasin Bend." Where this rid
on

terminated by the river, it is called
"Aloccasm's Point," which lies directlr
opposite Lookout Mountain. The moun- -

towers far above the point, and is
held by the enemy. Whilst Cspt. Nay-lor- 's

Battery, and ours, in coniunction.
hold the above mentioned point.

Tha distance by air line between the
rebel batteries on the mountain, and
ours, is about one mile. The result is.
that nearly every day witnesses sharp
artillery duels. So far the enemy has
done ns no material damage, though
some of their shells came uncomfortably

TT . 1 ..
cioso. upon me wnoie, the rebels
have done ill shooting, their shots

too short, or too high. It is
to hear the boys upon such occas-

ions. "Ho. hoi "they will yell back to
Lookout," you're too short; give her
more elevation? or "too high, too high;

your fuse a little shorter! "Last
Monday it appeared that the enemy

sending, what looked like a
of men, from left to right, high up

the mountain. They could barely
seen by the naked eye, but the sun

shine flashed in sparkles from the pol-

ished surfaces of their muskets, and it.
bayonets. Our Battery immediately beopened all its thunders, and there was
done some of the prettie5t artillery
shooting ever witnessed. The ammu-
nition was good, the fnses just right,

nearly every shell exploded ex
actly where it was intended. The

in

effect on the chivalry was electrical.
Smoke and dust, and horrible missiles
whizzing fragments, of shell, were be

them, behind them, over their
heads, and amongst their feet. They
made double quick in the most un is

soldierly positions across the point ex
posea. since, mey have shown them
selves "few and far between."

.r i tuur ooys nave grown perfectly in
different to the danger from rebel shells

shell comes howling over camp, per
haps bursting, and filling the air with

sharp whizzing noise of the lagged
fragments, making the bushes and trees
crack, crash, and rattlely-ban- and all

nonce taken of the circumstance,
them, wip be, perhaps, some such for

expression as tins, as they look np at
mountain; "you fool son of a gun
Detter.be not wasting your ammtt lady

nition lhaj way." One moonshlning have
night the enemy commenced throwing
shells around oar camp about midnight.

were soundly asleep, sare the
guards, and therefore the demonstra gels

came like a clap of thunder
"Boom, whiz" went the bursting ones,

h went those that did not that
burst, into the leaves and soft earth is

rose nearly every man in bis bed, ing
knowing precisely what was up

Suddenly light broke In on their minds;
the devil. Us only the rebels was act

more of their ammunition," says
and we heard another sleepily

out, "Tb&se darned fools on
Lookout will eripple some of us yet,"

then all lay down to sleep soundly every
morning. Tbe faet of it is, no the
cartridge can scare them like it

a certain Corporal that we read
the other day. Tney am too
ascustomed to bear real lire smell,

intended to hurt, not to scare,
around their ears, and not only
ballets, but great shells, big enough looked

tea kettles. Were any of them "out lecting
roll call," and a sentinel was to very

at them, and a real bullet was "to
within an inch of their heads,"
would march on, perhaps barely

remarking, "what d d fool was that
let his gun go off!" me

The boys have no tents, but they
erected themselves comfortable cabin

shanties of pine lo s, with mod and
chimneys, liiey have construe 'plied

banks of pine poles, over which
spread pine top. Over this th-- had

their blanket, or blankets, for none
possess more than two blankets, nnd,
though having no "bed licks filled with 0f

.p - -- r ...w uwu4- - wflPn
and soundly thereby. Having

Be HMterta! wh'fta '4 their Bar
racks." rTeiBfiessee sasd. welFpjaalerecl
orer thsjnteriwevlhoh not quite a
rganLmsle3 lhe Jan as comfort- -

bl- - They bare ao, "large atoTftit:
bat ia ft, -- stead .large Iri'pliSl
wbieh ts Bore eorafertable, anil a deaf-- Qf

S.lfgtt VftallW ?T.. j t

get no "loaves ef bread weights fc!f
twenty-two;DHSes,- -- feat the
t.ck." .; rite 5S:
beef. Bat ias does not Interfere with

BATTERY. ao the health bflhe lys

Finally, Mr. Editor, wo mat sar thai
we are at home on Moccasin Point and
should you, or anr of onr rrimh,....
der this way why just pay a risiUo
Moccasin Point Citr. Ynn will k,i
he latch airing out. (figuratively. 'for

latch airings are played out, here) with
enough hard taek. eoffee. and h,,n.

pickled pork, to spare a meal or two,
though, to confess, our risitors would
hare to make their risits short for nnt
accommodations are such that we could
not entertain them JNO.

DANIELS.

Ladies Scrap Book.

t&" A man being commiserated with
account of bis wife's running awar.

sakh "Don't pity mo till she somes
back again." j

VTe feel that Wo are growing old for
want oi somebody to tell us that we ar
lookingas young as ever.' Charming
falsehoodl There is a vast nVl,nf
rital air in loving words.

The tenderest heart lotes best tha
courageous one the gentle mice says:

by wast thou so hazardous?" Tho
deeper toned replies, "For thee, for
thee."

Women, like tbe. plants In woods,
derive their softness and tenderness
from tbe shade.

Livelinsss In ibe girl may be mis-
taken for good temper; but the littlo
pertinacity, which, at first, Is attract-irel- y

provoking, may at last provoka
without its attractiveness.

If you would be tolerated, be
If you would bear Ibe truth, tell

If you wouldn't bo troubled, don'l
troublesome,

Wo wish to close our eyes upon tha
world in the places we love best; the
child in Its mothers bosom, tbe patriot

his country.

Sometimes a girl says, no to an offer,
when it is plsin as the nose on her face

she means yes. The best way to
judge whether sha is iu earnest or not,

to look straight into ber eyes, and
nerer mind ber nose.

Is it not true that the young-no- t

only appear to be, but really are, most
beautiful in the presence of those they
love? It calls forth all tbelr beauty.

We are rery curious to know bow
msny feet in female arithmetic go to a
mile, for we nerer heard of a lady yet
whose shoes were not a mile too big

her.

You esn nerer be satisfied that, a
understands a kiss, unless yoa

it from her own mouth,
Tbe snow lies calm and white and

peaceful upon the earth, but it often
into a flurry comlog down.

A young woman should not forget
when once tbe door of the heart

opened to a guest, there is no know
who will come next. ' '

Love generally makes a wise man
like a fool, and Interest sometimes

a fool act. like a wise man.
Fashionable circles were never so

numerous as they are now. Almost
lady that appears in the streets is

centre of one.

Better have no eyes, ears, noses, or
palates, than be obliged to see, hear,

and taste everything that passes,

Quin told Lady Berkeley that sha
blooming as spring; but, recol
that the season was not thea

promising, he added, "Would .to
Heaven the spring would look like your
aoysnipi '

JE39"My dear madam, can von rfrm
a glass of grog!" asked a fatigued

traveler in Arkansas, as he entered a
on the roadside.

"I ain't got a drop, stranger,"j.the woman. ,'
But a gentleman told me that yod

a barrel."
"Why, good gracious," replied the

woman, what do you reekon one barrel
whiskey is to me and my'ciuMre'n'

wn HrK UUI UI in II If fThe trareler sloped.


